Gabrielle on the back porch. She was sitting in the swing and gazfeg
idly into the stealing dusk.
" Sit down, Jeffry."
He sat down beside her, his eyes harsh over the slender, pleasant
curves of her body. " You expected me, didn't you? "
" Yes, I did."
" Why?    Why should I always come to you at times like this? "
His face blurred before her.   " You can answer that better than I."
" All right, 111 tell you.'.' He swept her into his arms. " Because I
want you. I need you." He peered down at her white face. His
arms crushed into her. " You're completely desirable, Gabrielle."
She pulled herself away from him. The porch swing stirred to her
definite movement. " I don't want that from you, Jeffry."
His anger and his anguish died in the emptiness of his arms.
"I'm sorry," he said. "I must have lost my head------"
She interrupted gently, " You needn't explain.   I understand."
He bowed his head over her quiet hands. "Is it too late to say I
need you, Gabrielle, not for to-night, but for to-morrow? And for
all the to-morrows after that? "
Gabrielle was so still the night voices seemed unbearably loud.
" Are you asking me to marry you? " she said at last in a strained
voice.
His laughter came, startling and discordant. "I have cheek to
ask you, haven't I? What have I to offer you? You and y<$Jr
voice? "
She stared at him, trying to slacken the swift pace of her heart.
This was not how she had wanted it to happen. Swift on the an-
nouncement of Julia's engagement. It was all too clear to Gabrielle
what had brought Jeffry to her feet to-night. But over and above her
wounded pride was her surge of love for Jeffry, her tenderly pro-
tective feeling for his hurts.
Nurtured lavishly on masculine protection herself, it was aHnew"'"
experience for Gabrielle to feel that she had the strength to help them
both.   " What you have to offer me," she said after a moment, " means *-
more than what you have to offer my voice."
His mouth was a bitter line that broke thinly. " Your voice "is
more of you than you realize, Gabrielle. It ought to be everything."
" It goes with me," she conceded. " If my voice could be any kind
of gift to you, I wish you would accept it."
It was his turn to stare at her. The pain ebbed from his face, but
a shaken note crept through his words as he spoke to her; " It's
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